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ABSTRACT
Slips o f Diction strives to define the space that exists between what is said and what is 
left unsaid. These poems are about communication and the function of language in a 
postmodern aesthetic that attempts to express those things we know, as well as those 
things we don’t know. The work collected here creates a dialogue between an “I” and a 
“you,” while asserting that language is an imperfect means of expression. Science and 
art, admittance and denial, emotion and logic, drinking and driving, all coexist in this 
work and provide different avenues for exploration as the speaker searches for something 
constant in a world defined by inconsistencies. Ultimately, these poems try to create new 
space where meaningful communication can exist, while describing the tension that 
inevitably results.
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REDS
Complementary Colors
The theory is simple.
I have studied my methods, 
I know the precedent. You 
are no good for me, we are 
living on opposite sides 
of the wheel. And still, I 
fill myself with orange 
so that only the blue will 
shine through, hoping 
to show there is more 
than one side to the circle.
I paint words on a page 
tinted shades, bruised 
blue and black but never 
purple. I scrawl letters 
bigger than myself 
to prove I can breathe 
even in the blue, under­
water, floating fireworks 
exploding orange bursts, 
all those things we say 
we don’t say.
And Maybe That’s the Way It Should Be
I won’t ever say I love you since you don’t 
love me like you say you do, but you don’t 
say you love me like you do, you do me like 
you say you love and I love the way you do 
me, love, say all the things I love to hear 
or say nothing—that I love to hear, I do 
never say I love you like you do and love 
is nothing that you ever do, say, do you love 
to say it’s me, I know it isn’t, love, say it is 
just like you said you love to say you love 
to do, me, I do it like you said you don’t 
and I do you like you say you love, I love 
to love you like you don’t or do, say, love.
8Submission
Lick it, she said. And so I did. I know it shouldn’t have made me feel dirty, but it did.
Do it again, she said. And again, she said. And again, she—and again—and—
Then it was over. Just like that.
But I came back. She knew I would. And I lick it again, this time savoring it, each 
caress of the tongue like a lashing out, like a pen stroke, like what I would say if I could 
find the words. Instead, all I find is dehydrated flesh and quivering moments, questions I 
could only answer silently.
I still have questions. I still have secrets. I still have words I want to spell out on skin. 
With my tongue, I trace whole lifetimes in the space of minutes. I’ve been everywhere 
and get nowhere. I want to get off.
I stuff my words into emptiness. Enveloped in sheets the stark whiteness of paper, I lick 
along the edge, follow each utterance on its journey. I travel miles with my tongue, taste 
the bitterness of distance. I lick, I seal, I stamp it out. Just like that. I send desire. To be 
heard, to be felt, to be read.
Plasticity
for Hans Hoffman
In the distance between 
what I see and what I 
can’t describe, the push 
& pull of perception, 
space exists, I can’t render 
what is true, is this: 
my knee on another 
plane and your hips, 
they don’t line up.
We’ll never make it 
here, we could never 
survive in this static 
world of rectangles and 
colors pushing against 
each other, we can’t 
make it work. I want 
you to see, something 
real, what we all know 
but can’t re-create.
Please Note: In nature, 
color is created light 
but in painting, light is 
created by the use o f color.
I want to paint you 
in brand new colors 
on fresh canvas, stretched 
I want you to pull me 
closer to you, toward 
something I can’t deny.
I can become more than 
this, more than viewer, 
participant, artist, I draw 
you to me and we become 
the definition of light, wave 
and particle, one in three 
dimensions, create tension, 
balance give & take.
Discourse
you
said people 
like me 
don’t get to be 
happy
I said
what is that 
supposed to mean 
you said
I don’t
know it’s really 
not that 
simple 
I said
well
it could be 
you
said but didn’t 
say it
isn’t no it’s not 
about us 
but people 
like
me
and you 
say don’t 
say
anything
Foreign Bodies
Space is infinite and time is endless, but 
always linear and moving toward something 
definitely finite. I squint my eyes to blur 
the colors I see, to move space closer to me: 
blue and green, and orange drifting, always 
gravitating toward some force I can’t seem 
to recognize. I wish I had the words to tell 
you I love the way your eyes shine like blue 
iridescence, what I lost under the table 
the time I dropped, looking for your face.
And I wake up, swirling in sweaty colors 
I’ve given up on by now, but I want to 
say I’m sorry, you’re not happy, it’s not 
my fault, the colors keep slipping and I can’t 
keep them from sliding off the surface anymore.
I’m through with hope but I keep trying to 
catch colors as they drop, to stop gravity 
from pulling you away from me, and time 
spent denying. So maybe it’s just a change 
of season, that’s what you blame, but do you 
think of all the reasons satellites are falling 
from orbit, always burning me as I revolve 
not around you, or the sun, but revolving still 
on an axis I can’t see, my eyes blinded by 
everything you confuse, the blue and green 
intercepted by orange, colors I never catch.
Last Night. Doing time
but it’s not the enemy, here 
it does not exist or else stands 
still or hangs in air like static. 
These walls hold me in so I can 
let go and sleep, sleep too much 
but I don’t care, unwind, come 
undone, forget to wash my hair. 
And I’m not thinking about you 
here, I’m not thinking at all, don’t 
have to. Get some rest, feel better 
when morning comes. Release.
Phototropism
Feeling like trees, 
not straight or sure 
enough, drawn 
toward a ray
refracted, shiny 
distraction flows 
radiant energy, 
gravity attracts
some un-named 
star and light 
reflects, pulling me 
away, I try to
capture colors 
the naked eye, I 
bend over, bend 
backward, hoping
to see to reach 
the sun, one 
more time 
before I sleep.
Female Gametophyte
This is what happens, after we’ve fallen
from the trees, no longer swinging but still
we’re looking for an other other to
replace another. I had hoped never
to have to utter another other’s
name, but here I am calling out to some
other other, not the other, not just
any other, but the other other,
another link in a chain of names. Knocked
to the ground, biting and kicking, screaming
something or other, we give it away,
just another reason to keep searching
for something other than this. To open
up is difficult, but to give it all
away, it’s so easy, to give it up,
to let go, to yield. Like nothing. Other
seeds fall like raindrops or meteors, like
colliding bodies, like another one
of your excuses. The holding onto
something, it can be hard, to fight the pull
of some other force, such as gravity
and surrender, like it’s just another
one of those things we all do, but don’t. Give
it away, for free, always, some other
lover mother brother to take over—
but there are other ways of doing this.
To get over the other, there must be 
another or else some other other 
to take the place of an other. It makes 
sense, really, I’ve got no other complaint, 
except I wish we didn’t keep falling 
for others, not into one another.
Van Gogh’s Ear
Deaf & dumb: I thought I learned this lesson 
already, I was obsessed, unlike now, 
so tired and resigned that expression 
escapes me—the reasons, excuses, how 
I let myself become maimed and scarred at 
the hand of another mother­
fucker,
you know, I don’t care that you’ve started 
to destroy what I have (make me suffer) 
but I’ve had enough of this dangerous game, 
and I’ve heard what people say, what they mean, 
what I mean, it’s too easy to place blame, 
your blue light filling silence in between.
For Christ’s sake, go crazy, but hold onto 
your ears, go ahead, do it, I dare you.
Delay in Glass
for Marcel Duchamp
Make he equal she = 9)
as in she loves him (9 V
and then it would be AV
he loves him but even 0  V S)
if him became her 9)
it still wouldn’t f
mean he loves her. 0  ¥ 9)
BLUES
First Impression (Sunrise)
You reached out to me. But I didn’t care, 
walking the edge, high above Union St. 
on the roof. I don’t think you were aware,
I was angel dusting you off your feet.
You wanted to save me, and for two years
I tried to forget to forgive to let
go, leaving a stain as wine disappears.
I’ve got nothing left to do but regret 
what we said, we didn’t say. No one knows 
what I mean, I mean, I don’t mean to say 
I understand you. This is how it goes:
I was lost and you found me anyway.
Still, it seems to me there are no angels 
in Ohio, there is only last call.
Last Call
I drink your wine like methadone 
because there’s nothing better than 
second best, a substitute to you, for you 
to use. It all boils down to this
fractured moment suspended 
by space I am held by time 
and not what you need. Maybe 
I wasn’t that good
a friend to you. Maybe I heard 
and ignored what I knew, tried to 
sleep it off but you wouldn’t 
go away. Leave me
with little more than a taste of 
need so bitter, drain my mouth 
of lies. I know what I’m doing 
here, are you ready?
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I Think I May Have Spent Too Much Money Last Night
“Is that frog wearing pants?”
“Yes, he is.”
After the Argument
Who was the first to say—
I ’m sorry. I  was wrong— 
a wiser man would know 
when to keep his mouth shut.
I don’t know what I used to 
know, I don’t know anything.
In the name of pride and art,
I swear, out loud, disagree, 
because nothing exists outside 
of experience. There is no 
proof, only this extension 
of belief, leap from faith, you 
can’t tell me anything 
I don’t want to know. I listen 
still, one ear to the ground 
and look for excuses, a way 
out, don’t bother. Explain 
it to me if it would make me 
stay, here we are and I can’t 
believe what you say
about science, it’s simple: 
you take what you know and 
forget what you know and 
make it equal zero then start 
again, make it balance, nothing 
equals nothing, a constant 
just like this, constant but not 
real. Take what you can’t 
deny, make that your truth 
and then maybe we can get 
somewhere, say something.
Why I Can’t Tell You
The last time I mentioned New Jersey, I fell 
off my barstool. Maybe I shouldn’t talk 
about such things, maybe I shouldn’t drink 
so much, maybe it was gravity. I could have 
been dizzy, it could have been vertigo. 
Someone put something in my drink, I 
should not have been drinking. I can’t 
answer straight questions with a question.
I won’t talk about absolute truth, I won’t 
tell your secrets. I refuse to discuss 
certain matters in mixed company, you can 
trust me. I will never talk about it, or 
New Jersey, or that I knew you in a bar 
again. I will never fall for that line again.
Swallow, Breathe
Suddenly, you come 
tumbling into 
me and I take it 
back, I take it all— 
mouth and eyes 
closed like the fist 
clenched tight 
in my stomach, I take 
whatever you have 
to give
me, I don’t ask 
for reasons 
why, I don’t ask 
for help, I don’t 
scream out loud,
I never cry, I double 
over and hold it in 
until I feel
I might vomit 
to get it out of me,
I don’t want this 
leaking, escaping 
from the comers, 
my mouth, smiling 
all the while, love 
dripping from a chin 
too bruised even.
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Under Neon: Art Apocalypse
I never figured out what it was 
you pulled me into. Blue light 
flashing, your forehead, a vein.
Before, you know, with your friend— 
keep up—and anyway, he told me.
Yeah, like you, I hide the bruises
shoved deep inside, I don’t let on and I don’t
believe me, I was just wondering.
What were you trying to say? have 
I did but I don’t want. A million 
secrets, not one of them mine.
But I Think You Know
For you and you 
alone, I 
would change 
my favorite color 
from blue to 
red, my name 
to something 
you could say 
loud, and you would 
fill me full 
of useless words 
invitations, silly 
games I don’t 
understand, I read 
your books, read them 
all over again, still 
I don’t know 
what to say:
I feel pretty 
good about 
lying here—I 
stole your books, 
burned them all 
and changed my name 
back again.
Night Sweats, Recurring
I still have the bruises and 
it still hurts, you know, to 
remember what happened.
You hit, hit until I threw up 
blood, don’t want to think 
about it or you ever again, 
want to move on, to forget, 
bruises fade with time, I have 
already gone. So what.
I don’t need you to remind 
me, there is still something 
good, I don’t care. I don’t 
want this, no, I changed 
my mind. Then back again. 
Remember. I am not a victim.
I am not convinced, pretend 
to know, not to know, to know 
not to pretend, get confused, 
get drunk, forget things, 
apologize, can’t keep my lies 
straight, don’t sleep, repeat 
myself, excuses, so much I need 
to be redeemed, dream I’m not 
dying. I swallow my blood.
Exhibitionist
Before I knew what 
I wanted to say, I knew
it isn’t easy to think 
of all the men—I’ve never
loved—they add up 
the years spent thinking
I wasn’t worth it, a second 
look, I wasn’t worth
my own time, I’m not worth 
the trouble, believing until
it becomes true, forgive me 
I bought into the bull­
shit, I couldn’t get enough 
but it was nice to have
something, to be 
told, to be held up
untouchable, I won’t come 
down and half-conscious
I don’t feel sexy, I don’t 
believe what these people
will say, what they will 
pay to see, be deceived and
it isn’t me, it isn’t even 
me, it’s all for show, no-
show, no one cares 
I’m strung out and sick
of this place, this scene 
how nothing changes, rotating
faces, the screaming and 
pleading, creaming, I’m leaving
but it’s not that 
it’s not what you think
it’s just me and I don’t feel 
sexy, hey baby, I need
to be paid, laid
out like a dead woman’s dress.
Waking Up
My first swallow of the day—vodka 
and pride, I don’t want to get up. But 
there are things to see and people too, 
they’re expecting me. I have to 
piece it together. Come on, give me 
your best shot, I’ll shoot it up and you 
know there is no score. There’s only 
this and not enough. I need to swallow 
deep, I need a fix for this and it’s not 
like I don’t know. I fell, a ton of bricks 
dropped, just like that, like nothing, like 
how I defy you like gravity. Weightless, 
I dream, sleeping, my thoughts float 
in the bottom of this glass. So. I drink.
Proof
There is no science to believing, no 
empirical evidence to prove anything, 
but I want to know. So I travel the world 
with my tongue, trace entire continents 
and get nowhere when all I really want 
is to get off. There isn’t anywhere I haven’t 
been, nothing I haven’t said, no boundary 
I won’t cross. I want to leave this world 
but instead explore the tired geography 
of skin, scraping the evidence under nails 
that follow lines purpled with time, scars 
never hide the shame we try to explain 
away. Know that I don’t mean what I say 
when I say I don’t mean to say anything. 
No, really, it’s much simpler than that, 
in fact, it all comes down to this and this 
is all there is. Wrinkled skin and fading 
lines, all that’s left to show us anything.
GREENS
Meditation (Crack of Dawn)
And escape is hard won, never easy 
to coast with no headlights on the freeway
contemplating the crack of dawn, the dawn 
of crack, and drive-time DJs rambling on
straight through morning, another narcotic 
haze, trying hard to ignore psychotic
warning signs, such as & etc. 
questioning the proposition, whether
there is beauty in truth, or denying
the fact I drove all night to keep driving—
over 500 miles, plus twenty 
more, just to avoid the Allegheny—
and I was lying, now I hesitate
(I know how you stay home and masturbate,
wonder if and when I’m coming again, 
but yeah, it’s too late, too little) and then
Pennsylvania disappears like a sleight 
of hand, carrying with it all the weight
of everything I never said, I love 
this, and you, the things I am afraid of
admitting out loud, then changing my mind 
trying to concentrate, stay between lines.
Going Nowhere
The summer we never made it 
to Mexico, I bought an atlas 
but I was drunk and you were 
stoned and pretty soon neither 
of us could see beyond the clutter 
in the living room, too many 
couches, Christ, it gets so hot 
and humid, August in Appalachia.
When the air became too thick, 
we went to the beach to watch 
snakes swim in the man-made 
lake, following lines of the sun 
with eyes too tired to see red 
swirls and lavender shine, pink 
iridescence reflected on rippling 
surfaces that never repeat like 
shells still buried under sand 
sent in trucks from New Jersey.
I left Ohio for Alaska, the ocean 
even farther away now, and Mexico 
lingering as a memory that wasn’t, 
almost, sometimes I wish we could 
just jump in my car, drive it until 
summer, get the atlas from the trunk.
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Road Block
I remember Cleveland. I remember I did most of the driving.
I remember New Jersey. I was thinking about the sky and how it’s different here and 
how I swore to you up and down that I didn’t care, this is not America because Ginsberg 
is dead and so are his Russians and Whitman is just a bridge from my childhood.
I remember Boston. You said I could never tell the story right but that’s not the point.
I remember Florida. I know you’d say I go on and on for hours, a repetitive soundtrack, 
but all our songs were stolen while I was still sleeping in the Tally Ho-tel.
I remember Las Vegas and losing.
I remember we never made it to Mexico.
I remember always leaving.
Once, I found myself on the wrong side of the line (again on 1-71 but nowhere near 
Cleveland) and I wanted to ask you, secretly, because I know how it would sound if I said 
it out loud, but I wanted to ask you to move the orange barrels for me. Not all of them. 
Just one. So I could drive.
Bold Moves
I never used to dream of red, no way,
I thought it was way too flashy and anyway, 
I’m not that kind of girl, you know. I guess 
you’d say I am more blue than anything 
else, and Picasso would agree, so much 
time spent concentrating, breathing in air 
and out, conscious always of the motion: 
inhale, exhale, deterioration 
of lung tissue. I remember as most 
vivid the color of sky or bruised skin 
underneath frozen water that won’t thaw 
until springtime rolls around and you can’t 
breathe in the meantime. I am left, nothing 
to show except these purple lines on skin, 
evidence of time better spent letting go.
I don’t sleep anymore, these days I can’t 
remember the color of memory,
I know it’s more than shades of gray, and so 
instead I paint the world I see in bruised 
hues, all those colors I could never touch 
for fear of hurting. I live in black&white 
and brown, mostly, trying to describe what 
the eye can perceive, more than subtleties.
Red is my new favorite color. Go on, 
fuck the whole world for all I care, bum it 
out and let me fade away in purple 
and blue, watch the red escape in ozone 
as it depletes and energy is lost 
in every transaction, it’s the cost 
of doing business. You know exactly 
what I mean. I feel nothing. No big loss 
of energy, no lasting evidence, 
there is no proof, just this absence of blue 
in the face of breathless emotion.
There is no passion in bruising, only 
a change from red to purple to blue to 
black, then nothing. I only dream of red.
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Dear Picasso,
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Tell your horse to shut his mouth— I can see your ugly teeth.
Trying to Stay Still
Rip it, boy, after 
you’re through 
then go weak, flood 
tiny blue vessels 
until they’re shining 
red and think when 
you say please 
and so we do, we 
drive like music—knife 
to skin, hair gone 
bleached by the sun— 
we rage a symphony 
tangled in bone, decaying 
flesh and raw moments 
riddled with booze 
there’s no room left 
to breathe or regret 
need
air blow you 
want
touch but don’t 
have
some felt it 
like falling for milk & 
honey, please don’t 
tell me what to think 
about it, please, just think 
when you say 
please, don’t say 
it’s beat.
Meta-Physicality
The universe eludes me. For example,
I still don’t know what stops us from 
spinning and spinning further away and 
out into infinity. Gravity is a constant 
I can’t control, much like love, though 
held here, I try to defy the existence 
of either/or both. Something keeps me 
grounded, pulling constantly toward 
a force greater than myself, I can become 
one more pile of matter collecting dust.
I concede, the Great Attractor is just 
another easy answer. It draws me 
to you, I am falling from space like 
an asteroid, wild and unpredictable 
behavior is what defines me. I am 
a shooting star and fleeting, on a course 
to self-destruction. We are all dying 
at different rates, I can’t understand 
equations and theories used to explain 
how long and how come and how it is 
how-to: go from point A to point B 
go nowhere, all the while hoping 
you don’t go swirling down the drain 
like a black hole, drawn in, sucked dry 
by dark matter. I can’t see a force I can’t 
deny, gravity so strong, it steals the light,
even. Answers to all of this can be found 
in the back of the book. (Printed upside 
down, only the enlightened will be able to 
figure it out.) There is no reason why 
I love you, it’s true. I know it’s not smart, 
it’s not the right answer to this equation. 
There are still so many variables I can’t 
reconcile. From one skeptic to another,
I admit I don’t want to have to believe.
Subpoena to Appear: Robbery, Burglary, Assault
Orange flash is all I saw, then 
the gun, surrounded by black 
and the night filled with noise
Everybody get down.
it was quick like that, but 
loud, an explosion and I was 
sober in an instant. I crawled 
under the table, thought about
God, I wanted to go home and 
sleep it off. I listened with eyes 
closed, counted the contents 
of my pockets: $57 in cash, 
license, two quarters, not enough 
for pool even, four dimes, a lighter 
and three pennies, six cough drops, 
two phone numbers and an elastic band 
in case my hair got crazy.
I saw his eyes, you know 
through the ski mask, I saw him 
looking at me, I saw the gun go 
off, I saw it all but didn’t react.
When it was dark, it was my fault,
I closed my eyes and waited 
for it to be over. I tried to breathe 
in and out, I heard glass breaking 
and screaming but I knew it wasn’t 
me. I was breathing. Inhale, exhale. 
Remember. Only. It doesn’t help, 
it never did. I wish this was over
Where do you think you are? This isn 
California, motherfucker.
already. I wish I could move, I wish 
I wasn’t paralyzed, I plotted my escape 
I was going to run, really, I wanted to 
but I couldn’t. Open my eyes to hear
crying, it doesn’t stop, I couldn’t feel 
my feet, numb, I was barely holding on 
to my head, trying so hard to keep it all 
in, trying not to. Let it go. This is not
Ijust wanted to say I love you guys.
how it ends, this is not the end. No, 
not here, not at 26, not under a table, 
not in a bar, not with only two quarters.
I  was only trying to play some pool.
Yeah. I only want to play some pool.
So There
for Robert Creeley
but time has 
come for for­
getting even
closer and we 
are or not 
we may as
well
never have 
met
though you 
say it’s over 
I say it
isn’t never 
was what 
then is there
anything else 
but time has 
a way of
moving on 
us as we 
stay still
C Dorm, Fairbanks Correctional Center
Joker joker deuce ace spades trump 
and suddenly I remember southeastern 
Ohio and drunken nights spent trying 
to impress a boy. But this is Alaska 
and there is no beer and the boys 
can’t see me here. I don’t belong 
and I know that I shouldn’t tell them 
but I do and the name sticks, college 
girl, they call me and by dinner I’m in
even though no one asks ifI speak 
my language, no questions about 
my family, they can tell. I’m just 
white. Cinderblock walls and TV 
flash, nine of us in this room, pass
the time.............................. shooting
shit, telling stories till I laugh along.
I am the official Scrabble dictionary 
because I went to college, I settle all 
debates. Such as: what’s the difference 
between donating plasma and donating
blood? This I know. When I was 
broke, sold my plasma then walked 
across the street to the bar. One beer 
knocked me on my ass. They laugh, 
someone says, “Damn, that’s some 
Native shit right there.” I know better 
than to tell them the rest of the story.
THE WHOLE FUCKING RAINBOW
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Art History
My philosophy of painting hasn’t changed.
I want to be Picasso, I want to fuck 
it all up and paint dirty words 
on your skin, make marks you can’t 
wash off and leave my taste 
in your mouth. Take me, create 
something new, say what I can 
never describe with words, try 
to paint—you—perfect, run out 
of color, light, shadow, everything 
seems flat, can’t get my lines 
right. You agree, it’s not just 
me, the problem, too much to take, 
you know I can’t hold anymore.
(I want)
to cover you over in bright red not blue 
to breathe hard and loud 
you to hear me
you to see that I am something more than the sum of these parts 
to be more than what you left behind
I got your card, and if I had energy 
to waste my time, I’d spend it freely, 
roll over the old excuses, wash down 
these walls, make them white, erase 
deKooning, blue words red memory.
Start again with gesso, make it stick.
It’s sickness, this collaboration 
between us, old and new, blue 
and red, chipping paint, all that 
exists between living and dead.
Change 10 to 100, don’t 
think about it, go on, check 
the DEA#, signature, there, 
push it through. I’m angry 
again, that’s why I swear 
to get revenge but know 
I won’t, just take it out 
on myself, take it all, 
everything I can get 
my hands on. My pain 
killers, swallow them 
down and don’t even think 
twice about it, don’t, take 
too much, say I ’m sorry, 
but I won’t be, I will be 
looking for another way 
to get what I need, more 
than you see, more than 
anyone has to give me.
Shut up, fill these holes, fill 
it full, fill me. Refill 3X.
Dispense as Written
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Why I Don’t Write Anymore
Tomorrow, I’m going to write this story. Tomorrow, I will know what I’m going to say. 
Tomorrow, I won’t be sorry anymore. Tomorrow I will have forgotten how I felt today.
Yesterday won’t matter tomorrow. Yesterday, I didn’t care about today. Yesterday I 
didn’t know. Yesterday will be another day away tomorrow and today will be just 
another one of those days.
One day, I will have forgotten all about this. One day, I will move on. One day, all these 
todays and tomorrows will be nothing more than yesterdays. One day, one day at a time 
won’t make any sense anymore.
Someday, none of this will matter. Someday, I will remember. Some days I will forget. 
Someday I will be happy.
Tomorrow I’m going to forget how I feel tonight. Tomorrow I’m going to try again. 
Tomorrow, I’m not going to say anything at all. Tomorrow, I’m going to write this story. 
Tomorrow will be great.
So what if
a needle needs a vein but never me, 
true—I dropped the spike, hit an artery
and the blood pooling on the kitchen floor 
reminds me. I wanted to die before
I got scared but I could never tell you 
I wanted to run, to get away, well, you
know exactly how I tried to escape 
from everything. I pretended to hate
what I have—I don’t want—it’s not enough.
I was free of you, then you called my bluff
and I came (crawling back) to you instead.
I am what you fear: words I never said
and the ones I did. Maybe it was love
you tasted on my tongue, mixed with the blood,
mixed with the taste of every ex-lover 
the pulsing veins of somebody other
than who you thought I could be or become.
I’m nothing. More than what you see, the sum
of sickness and liquor and cigarettes, 
memories of holes you never forget
to fill. Fuck it, pierce the skin, let it wash 
the bad taste, the cheap thrill, the stolen cash
away from you. But I was already 
dirty, used, half-dead before you met me
on my knees, praying for a little prick, 
a lie I can’t admit. I let you stick
it in me and now I can’t even feel.
I’m just losing blood, watching time congeal.
Die Fantastisch
German techno still frightens me 
like a violent danceclub erupting 
in my ears, begins a nightmare 
I can’t wake from. Sleeping, I 
don’t think of you, no, try not to 
dream at all. If possible, I save 
my thoughts for morning, mourn 
the time I wasted waiting for you 
to change. But nothing changes 
with this particular illness, that’s 
the killer, no proper music to score 
this scene, just memories and more 
time. Days and nights spent, lost 
in hospital walls, words fighting 
each other, demon Nazi killer fear 
thumping—driving—persistent 
beating, what you will say when 
the music finally stops and I awake.
Nelson’s in Rehab Again
(Whatever Happened to the Giddyup Jesus?)
Death is silence, Tuesday morning 3 a.m. 
slipping like a lyric lifted from a Dylan song, 
only dream if memory serves. Seems you think 
it could’ve been yesterday, or any day at all 
or not at all for all I care. I never really cared 
for you anyway, never cared about your Jesus 
complex with all your needs in the night.
No one wants to be lonely but here we are, tired 
and sick of being so goddamned self-righteous, well 
you’re all right by me. And brother, if you could 
lend a dime bag for old Christ’s sake, I’d be forever 
in your debt knowing we all die like aging rock, 
saviors cut loose swinging from the curtain rod or slit 
and bleeding down the drain. Believing, 
for what it’s worth, it would be much simpler 
with pills, the mess contained and easier on young 
psyches. They don’t have to know that
we’re all warped by the past, jaded little corpses 
fighting for survival, choking on compliments and 
drowning in fresh air. It’s not easy to give, 
to receive silence, a blessing indifference, 
nodding your head and pretending all the while- 
you’re not trying to remember to forget to breathe.
It’s all diversion, escapism, restless winds blowing 
through empty sails, trying to elicit an impure thought, 
implicit meaning sex and death, religion, a new fix, 
needing the nature of addiction. Not me, I’ve got ten years 
till I meet Jesus and I’ve got nothing to kill but 
time. Slowed down, slipping, we are caught in this half-light 
somewhere between yesterday and today I awoke
and by the way, it’s Wednesday morning, 
or Thursday, so your song’s already been sung.
I haven’t yet decided to turn off the music.
Choking on Monopoly Money
It feels like this, dizzy, my head spinning out of control 
like a film loop, no end or beginning. Out of control.
The world keeps revolving and God is dead, you know, 
there is nothing to keep us from sinning out of control.
Driving fast, I like it that way, but I can’t lose this 
race, another circuit, wheels spinning out. Of control.
We all play the game with a few pieces missing, true, 
something is lost but I go on winning, out of control.
Patience: a virtue. I am a lost cause, nothing left to 
believe. Patience: what I am running out of. Control.
I’ve got nothing to give, I’ve got no complaint, it’s 
just that I hate this and you and feeling out of control.
The game’s all but over, collect $50, don’t pass 
go, now it’s back to the beginning. Out of control.
Prognosis
I’d really like to make the world stop 
revolving on its axis, for just a moment, 
so the planets could align and I could 
make sense of this, how I feel about it 
and you could quit talking long enough 
to listen. I have something to say. But
as always, something is skewed, it won’t 
line up, everything’s crooked and you 
know, that thought doesn’t even cross 
your mind in the face of words like cancer, 
or malignant, or blood clot, or two weeks.
Say goodbye. Don’t go. Please. Know that 
it could be so much faster but I’ve stared 
down the barrel and into a mirror, stole 
your lines and money, then lied. Sometimes 
things are better left unsaid. To you. Yes,
I’ll admit it, I—this is no big deal, and I 
don’t know what to do about it, but I know 
I—don’t worry, now there’s nothing to be 
afraid of, if anything, you know, you can fuck 
off, take this away, I—there are things I won’t 
let myself feel, other things I won’t admit.
Take, for example, the fact that I—never 
mind, I know it doesn’t help you to hear 
me talk of such things so I’m going to 
stop. The earth revolving, like a record 
skipping, and I can’t make it make sense 
for you, all I can do is try to be quiet now.
Four Humors
This might feel a little cold.
I’d like to change my blood 
into bile, vomit black and 
yellow, spit on you, phlegm 
and acid. I want to be clean 
so maybe I can start again.
Take a deep breath.
Take it to extremes, try to 
find the beginning, only 
another end. The means 
to get there get lost in 
translation, the art of 
saying what has already 
been said, to make it 
make sense to a foreign 
tongue. Swimming in 
blood, we are more than 
1+1= 2 except sometimes 
it doesn’t amount to much 
more than the taste of metal 
& alchemy is not the answer.
I can’t change this blood 
into gold, I know. I can’t
Hold it.
turn this thing around and 
make it work for me. I don’t 
know how to make it better.
It would take too much.
It would take. A miracle, 
that’s all I ask of you, 
an answer, explanation, no 
bullshit, just tell me what is 
wrong. Don’t. Lie to me.
OK, let it out.
If it would make me feel better.
Sunday Morning at Fairbanks Memorial
At least I don’t have syphilis.
In the hospital, they took away my pants.
It’s hard to keep your dignity with no pants.
All I wanted to do was go to sleep.
In the hospital, they took away my pants, 
said we need to examine you closely, 
but all I wanted to do was go to sleep.
I sat without pants and thought about dying,
how I wanted to examine you closely, 
kiss you again and feel the pain, the need 
to sit without pants and forget. About dying, 
just for a moment, I admit I don’t want to
kiss you again, feel the love, the pain 
of losing something only worth having 
for just a moment. I admit I really want to 
kick your ass, and make you hurt, but
this anger is something not worth having.
It’s hard to keep your composure with no pants. 
In the liquor room, you took away my dignity. 
At least I don’t have syphilis.
Observing 2:30 a.m.
or Leaving Riverside Hospital in December
And stars shine
in the blackest night, no longer eyes
follow, instead it's washed out gray and shades of
pink glowing sky pale fading blue memory.
Stretching, fingers scratch
the surface barely reaching something beyond
shadows as they spread, branches weaving webs
across pavement cold, gravel, metal 
wires bind the landscape to the land and the ground 
below skeletons, tower high tension power 
lines hold up this midwestem sky.
And the snow keeps falling down caught
in the headlights paralyzed, hypnotized 
frightened deer eyes dance in synthetic light.
Yeah, I need a star star star so hit me hurt me 
make me feel warm, make me 
feel something, please, besides this 
cold, darkness, the night. The snow 
keeps melting as only I exhaust, burning 
fumes burning alive and I drive away as ashes 
float, disintegrate.
